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ness. Indeed, Menzel even had the temerity to suggest
that field marshals would do far better to attend to subjects
that they knew something about than to the art of paint-
ing, of which they knew nothing, Wiangel flared up, so
did Menzel, and soon the air was blue with finely charac-
terized and bona-fide Prussian oaths, punctuated with the
angry sarcasms of the enraged painter. The upshot of the
interview was that Wrangel, who had never before turned
Ms back on an enemy, was compelled to beat an ignom-
inious retreat without having accomplished his object; but
before disappearing through the door of the studio, he
turned and positively yelled at the painter :

"You are a disgusting little toad, and your picture is
vile."

While most of the members of the House of Hapsburg
paint and sketch with a good deal of cleverness and skill,
there is only one, namely, the now widowed Archduchess
Maria-Theresa, who can be regarded as an artist in every
sense of the word. She excels alike with the chisel and the
brush, while during the lifetime of her husband, her salon
became, in spite of the strictness of Austrian court eti-
quette, the one place where eminent artists were certain to
find a cordial welcome, irrespective of birth or social
status.

The studio of the archduchess is situated on the second
floor of her palace, in the Favoritenstrasse, and is a very
lofty, long and narrow apartment, looking out on the
street. It is particularly remarkable for its simplicity,
presenting therein a powerful contrast to the magnificence
of the two salons through which it is necessary to pass in
order to reach it. The few stools, tabourets, armchairs
and divans therein contained, are upholstered with soft-
toned Oriental rugs, the walls are hidden by some sort ofject to Menzel, he dis-
